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I was happy in the thought of duty done in a
way to win praise and at the thought of seeing my
own country again, even if I were unequal to all the
banquets that had been offered me. After calls at
Trieste, Naples, Leghorn, and Villefranche, while I
forewent all except formal official functions in my
honor, I finally sailed from Gibraltar for New York
early in September.

Even the accounts in the newspapers, the invi-
tations from cities and corporations and civic and
patriotic organizations, did not fully prepare me for
the splendor of the attentions awaiting rne. They
were overwhelming. My career as a hard-working
naval officer scarcely equipped me for a role as the
central figure of public applause. On the 3Oth of
April, 1898, I had been practically unknown to the
general public. In a day my name was on every
one's lips. The dash of our squadron into an Ori-
ental bay seven thousand miles from home had the
glamour of romance to the national imagination.

I knew what to do in command of the Asiatic
Squadron, but being of flesh and blood and not a
superman, it seemed impossible to live up to all
that was expected of me as a returning hero. Had
I died on the way across the Atlantic, there would
have been an outpouring of subscriptions which
would have promptly rebuilt the temporary arch in
rny honor in Madison Square in marble. If I were
to feel later, when the "triumph and shouting55 hadnge to Hong Kong the return signal, the back-
